And soonest our best men with thee do go,

Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.

Thou'rt slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,

And dost with poison, war, and sickness, dwell,

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well,

. ' '^T   * :\ *, * *

And better than thy stroke.   Why swell'st thou then ?

One short sleep past we wake eternally;

And Death shall be no more; Death, jthpu shalt die.

Eleven

Spit in my face, you Jews, and pierce my side,

Buffet and scoff, scourge and crucify me,

**
For I have sinn'd, and sinn'd, and only he

Who could.do no iniquity hath dy'd,
But by my death cannot be satisfy'd
My sins, which pass the Jew's impiety:
They kill'd once an Inglorious man, but I
Crucify him daily, being now glorify'd.
O let me then his strange love still admire.
Kings pardon, but he bore our punishment;
As Jacob came, doth'd in vile harsh attire,
But to supplant, and with gainful intent:
God cloth'd himself in vile man's flesh, that so
He might be weak enough to suffer woe.